" Not until we've eaten several acres of vegetables,"
was the cheerful reply. " Besides, if you found a secretary
what use would she be to you ? You couldn't get your
manuscripts sent away. You'd much better make up
your mind to have a long rest. Dr. Bresse says that you
need one."

" I hate resting," I replied peevishly.

" It would be very good for you. Besides, what is the
use of worrying ? If we are to live here without a car,
well, it would be a nuisance, but where should we want
to go to ? Except for your bathing or scouring the place
for food, I can't see that it would be much good to us."

I came to the conclusion that my wife was developing
a vein of common sense in adversity which was a whole-
some contrast to my own irritability. I said no more at
the time, but a complete rest, I decided, was out of the
question. That afternoon after tea (accompanied by a
piece of bread with no butter) I wrote by hand the first
half chapter of a new novel.
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